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Outside the immediate realm 
of conflict to what extent can 
choreography act as a 
mechanism for brokering new 
human relationships?









We will start with our eyes closed. We will listen. 
Guided by a partner; a route they see; navigate and 
construct. A gentle duet. Becoming sensitive. 


How is the experience of 
the city translated into the 
actions and reactions of 
the body? 





How can a choreographer create  a 
choreographic process which enables 
dancers and non dancers to actively 
deconstruct the urban environment in 
which they live?




Will the outcome of such choreographic 
exploration begin to reflect the city in 
which has been used as stimulus for 
process; or will the product which 
emerges become a personal narrative of 
counter cartography?  



The city street names become memory to movement. Geography set and made through the motion of exercises. 
Place becomes a reflection of people; suddenly they own each curb stone as their own. Memory haunts the city; 
taking a prey any person too slow in their walk through spaces of discomfort. Does such memory have a home? In 
the street it becomes blurred into the cement; yet in the studio it makes prime performance work; allowing each 
person to take the city as they wish. Creggan, Brandywell, Bogside animate in reflected footsteps; patterns and new 
hand made certainties. 





Note from FIELD Journal. November 25th 2011. 
"dancing; well its not for me; I would watch the youngsters; but 
other than that, you see; its just not my cup of tea." 
There seems an anxiety forming around my route of encounter; 
almost a fear as to my intention; is it somehow circumspect; do 
I insight in some way a mode of practice which can create fear 
and uncertainty. I talk as the body as archive; as container; I 
recall all the words as to the process of social choreography to a 
small group of women who are keen to hear of my project; yet 
when it comes to actual exploration; the room is somehow 
deserted. ” we don’t dance” I am told. 

How far can the practice of 
choreography generate a social 
process to explore and expand 
cultural and political dialog? 
“My first Zumba class in Pilots Row community center. I have never been to a Zumba class; I am 
only here as 11 of the women I have interviewed from local centers have told me this is where 
“everybody goes to dance.” I am intrigued. I am nervous. I am not sure if I am wearing the right 
clothes. I write this, as I feel odd. I am unsure of my position. I am not attending this class as 
Beatrice, a Zumba enthusiast; I am attending this class as a mode of participant observation; a 
means to practically explore and research the modes of movement which local people regularly 
attend and describe as their ‘new favorite dance’ So, waiting in the cold community class; I am 
Beatrice; I cant help but not be; yet my position is perhaps slightly as an outsider; on the one 
hand as all of these women have been attending this class for a long time; a few for over two 
years, and also I am not here really to really learn Zumba for myself rather to learn how the class 
goers are moving and what their conception of movement is from the classes in which they 
regularly partake. In the breaks the hall echoes with chat; there are chairs all the way around the 
hall and we all sit in the breaks; some talking only to those next to them, some shouting across 
the hall. The talk is about work, about neighbors, about the looming of Christmas; about the 
next social, about the weather and the ice. A lady starts to talk to me; ‘your new? You live 
around here? I saw you with some others dancing the other day, you like Zumba? Its taken me 
ages to pick up, great for keeping the weight off, I usually come with a friend but she is sick, I 
don’t like to come on my own to things; but here its safe; so friendly; all these women; its great 
you see; all this; really keeps us all going, my husband thinks its mad, I tried to get him to 
come….’ The lady talks for a long time, asking questions I never get the chance to answer as she 
continues. This perhaps is where dance is. The relationship to the moves is sometimes a little 
murky; many women are simply using their own steps with a great sense of freedom and 
release; there is an energy in the room which is without pretense; a lightness and freedom which 
I can only hope extends beyond the Zumba floor.’ 



“A room in the cathedral youth club. It is cold and there is a layer of snow on the windowsill. I 
wait; room organized. Poster on the door. ‘Creative movement for all.” The center manager has 
offered me a three month stint of running a weekly class; which she has advised will only be 
children as  ‘the mums wont come’ So I wait. The class begins to fill. Soon enough I have 15 
under 8’s all eager to start. I am in the field? This was not quite as I had intended my research to 
be; I shall explain why I am here. I approached all the local youth clubs with the notion of my 
PhD, I got a few odd looks, vacant stares, confused glances, “so its dance?” I thought for while; 
trying to explain that I wanted to use dance as a method to explore peoples relationships to the 
city. After a series of long and short conversations; I was able to begin the process of setting up a 
weekly class at the Cathedral Club, which children from all schools could attend. Why children? 
As this would gradually enable their parents to come together. The key issue in Derry is that 
children are separated into religion-based schools from the age of 4; hence segregation becomes 
a part of daily life. By starting a class that was free and open to all was a tricky start. Yet it seems 
to be working. “They love to dance” Perhaps a utopian ethos is seeping in; phrases like; ‘dance 
unites’ come into my head as I am preparing for the Christmas show; the pivotal part in the 
calendar as essentially; this is when all the parents come together and watch the work which I 
have made with their children. The music is playing; we keep chat to a minimum; the focus is 
dance; not to focus on where you are from. So we begin to dance and society; all though not the 
focus does come in. For example; in improvisation; some children have been learning Ulster Scots 
dance and some Irish Dance, none learn both. So I am trying to get them to exchange some of 
their favorite movements from each genre and teach it to the others. Perhaps no need to state 
that this is tough and sometimes works and sometimes doesn’t; but it a start.’ 

The body in the city acts as vessel; to carry, contain and interact; forming routes and 
navigations through the immediacies of its encounter. The body in the city becomes a means to 
extend the discourses of the mind and architecture to a frontal physical plane. The experience 
of the body as it moves through its decided and undecided routes of the complex labyrinth 
becomes synthesis; forming in such modes of encounter a reflection as to the physical 
landscape it temporally habits. Exploring the passage ways of the body through the city can 
function as means for discourse as to the nature of affect the city may have on the psychology 
of urban human behaviour and simultaneously affords insight as to how the city is formed and 
cemented by the very patterns which human occupancy projects. This mutual dialectical 
relationship becomes synonymous to concepts as to how far cities are designed for people and 
how people essentially redesign and augment the fabric of urban texture. The embodiment of 
the urban experience by the human form becomes focus for this research; how far can the 
body enter a state of conscious reflection as to its use and positioning within the built 
environment to observe and how can such conscious observations be then potentially be 
reapplied to generate shifts in land use patterning and generate possible realms of progress 
within discourses of spatial planning. 






The body in the city. The body as site, as archive, as container of 
experience. 
The body as it exists in its context, collects and stores, creates and 
represents. 
How far does a body communicate a history? 
How far can choreographic practice enable the body to embody its 
experiences of the social life world and how far can such practice become 
social resource. 
The moving body becomes a portrait, a constantly emerging tapestry which 
engulfs and encapsulates the very essence of our lived experience. 
The body holds experience, in a harsh light as tensions and habits, in 
softness, a willingness to open and unravel. 
How far can the moving body become a dynamic reflection of the entirety 
of the experience of its life world. 
The camera serves to encapsulate disparate elements, fragments of greater 
nuance, it cannot capture entirety, just as the body cannot express 
totality in simple expression. 
How far does the city allow the individual to collect a personal 
narrative which can be embodied as movement practice. 
The body as it sits, stands, adjusts, readjusts, minute articulations, 
statements of self and auto biographies. When then does the body actually 
perform? How can boundaries and limitations be applied to actions of 
daily life as performance? 
The body on a stage, in a landscape, in the supermarket. The performance 
of performance or the performance of everyday life. What movements are 
seen as worth watching, the movements in the supermarket, in their unseen 
grace, embody the complexity of human experience.
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